Gustave Flaubert Letters

thing irritates me and hurts me; and since I restrain myself
before people, I give way from time to time to floods of tears
when it seems to me as if I should burst. At last I am experi-
encing an entirely new sensation: the approach of old age.
The shadow invades me, as Victor Hugo would say.

Madame Cornu has spoken to me enthusiastically of a letter
you wrote her on a method of teaching.

CLV.    To GXISTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CROISSET

Nohant, 17 March, 1870

I won't have it, you are not getting old. Not in the crabbed
and misanthropic sense. On the contrary, when one is good,
one becomes better, and, as you are already better than most
others, you ought to become exquisite.

You are boasting, moreover, when you undertake to be angry
against everyone and everything. You could not. You are
weak before sorrow, like all affectionate people. The strong
are those who do not love. You will never be strong, and that
is so much the better. You must not live alone any more;
when strength returns you must really live and not shut it up
for yourself alone.

For my part, I am hoping that you will be reborn with the
springtime. Today we have rain which relaxes, tomorrow we
shall have the animating sun. We are all just getting over
illnesses, our children had very bad colds, Maurice quite upset
by lameness with a cold, I taken again by chills and anemia:
I am very patient and I prevent the others as much as I can
from being impatient, there is everything in that; impatience
with evil always doubles the evil. When shall we be wise as the
ancients understood it? That, in substance, meant being
patient, nothing else. Come, dear troubadour, you must be a
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